THE BIRDS, 734-757

We'll supply, ,xnd we'll nevei foisake
Ye'll be quite oveibuidencd \vith pleasuies{Ja$d joys
So liappy .uid blest we will make you

O woodland Muse,
tio, tio, tio, tiohnv,

Of vaiied plume, with whose dear aid
On the mountain top, and the sylvan glade,

tio, tio, tio, twttnx,
I, sitting up aloft on a leafy ash, full oft,

tio, tio, tio, tiotmx,

Pom foilh a waiblmg note fiom my little tawny throat,0
Pour festive choral dances to the mountain mother's

piaise,

And to Pan the holy music of his own immortal lays ;b
totototototdtotototinn,
Whence Phiymchusc of old,
Sipping the fruit of oui ambiosial lay,
Boie, like a bee, the honied store away,
His own sweet songs to mould
tio, tio, tw, tio, tiohnx

Is theie anyone amongst you,

O spectators, who would lead
With the birds a life of pleasure,

let him come to us with speed.
All that here is reckoned shameful,

all that heie the laws condemn,
With the buds is right and proper,

you may do it all with them.
Is it here by law forbidden

for a son to beat his sire?

pides, Helen 1111 (a tiagedy which was exhibited three years after
the Birds), may have been bon owing from him, not from A.
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